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SONNETS.

I KNOW that all "beneath the moon decays.
And what by mortals in this world is brought,
In Time's great periods shall return to nought;
That fairest states have fatal nights and days.
I know that all the Muse's heavenly lays,
With toil of sp'rit, which are so dearly bought,
As idle sounds, of few, or none are sought,
That there is nothing lighter than vain praise.
I know frail beauty like the purple flower,
To which one morn oft birth and death affords,
That love a jarring is of minds' accords,
Where sense and will envassal Reason's power;
Know what I list, all this cannot me move,
But that, alas ! I both must write and love.

ir,

AY me ! and I am now the man whose muse
In happier times was wont to laugh at love,
And those who suffer'd that blind boy abuse
The noble gifts were given them from above.
What metamorphose strange is this I prove ?
Myself now scarce I find myself to*be,
And think no fable Circe's tyranny,
And all the tales are told of changed Jove ;
Virtue hath taught with her philosophy
My mind into a better course to move :
Reason may chide her fill, and oft reprove
Affection's power, but what is that to me ?

Who ever think, and never think on ought

But that bright cherubim which thralls  my
thought.

in.

How that vast heaven entitled first is roll'd,
If any glancing towers beyond ifc be,
And people living in eternity,
Or essence pure that doth this all uphold :
What motion have those fixed sparks of gold,
The wandering carbuncles which shine from high,
By sp'rits, or bodies cross-ways in the sky,
If they be turn'd, and mortal things behold.
How sun posts heaven about, how night's palo queen
With borrow'd beams looks on this hanging round,
What cause fair Iris hath, and monsters seen
In air's large fields of light, and seas profound,

Bid hold my wandering thoughts, when thy
sweet eye

Bade me leave all, and only think on thee.

IF cross'd with all mishaps be my poor life,
If one short day I never spent In mirth,
If my sp'rit with itself holds lasting strife,
If sorrow's death is but new sorrow's birth ;
If this vain world be but a mournful stage,
Where slave-born man plays to the scoffing stars,
If youth be toss'd with love, with weakness age ;
If knowledge serves to hold our thoughts in wars*

If time can close the hundred mouths of Fame,
And make what's long since past, like that's to be ;
If virtue only be an idle name,
If being born I was but born to die ;

Why seek I to prolong these loathsome days?

The fairest rose in shortest time decays.

v.

DEAR Chorister, who from those shadows sends
Ere that the blushing morn dare show her light,
Such sad lamenting strains, that night attends,
(Become all ear) stars stay to hear thy plight,
If one whose grief even reach of thought transcends,
Who ne'er (not in a dream) did taste delight,
May thee importune who like case pretends,
And seems to joy in woe, in woe's despite.
Tell me (so may thou fortune milder try,
And long, long "sing) for what thou thus complains.,
Since winter's gone, and sun in dappled sky
Enamour'd smiles on woods and flowery plains ?
The bird, as if my questions did her move,
With trembling wings sigh'd forth, I love, I love-

VI.

SWEET soul, which in the April of thy years,
For to enrich the heaven, madest poor this round,
And now with flaming rays of glory crown'd,
Most blest abides above the sphere of spheres ;
If heavenly laws, alas ! have not thee bound
From looking to this globe that all up-bears,
If ruth and pity there above bo found,
0 deign to lend a look unto these tears,
Do not disdain (dear ghost) this sacrifice,
And though I raise not pillars to thy praise,
My offerings take, lot this for me suffice,
My heart a living pyramid I raise :          fe^een>

And whilst kings' tombs with laurels flourish
Thine shall with myrtles and these flowers be seen.

SPIRITUAL POEMS,

r.

LOOK, how the flower which ling'ringly doth fade,
The morning's darling late, the summer's queen,
Spoil'd of that juice which kept it fresh and green,
As high as it did raise, bows low the head :
Right so the pleasures of my life being dead,
Or in, their contraries but only seen,
With swifter speed declines than erst it spread,
And (blasted) scarce now shows what it hath been.
As doth the pilgrim, therefore, whom the night
By darkness would imprison on his way,
Think on thy home (my soul) and think aright,
Of what's yet left thee of life's wasting day ;
Thy sun posts westward, passed is thy morn,
And twice it is not given thee to be born.